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The roomwas growing a bit tawdry around the edges---curtains fraying, cracks
in the stained-glass wi ndows, a stain on the couch the maids could not get
out---still, Diana called it hone.

Far nmore di smayi ng was her own physical state. It had been such a long w nter
"Cetting downright anorexic, darling." Mammon came up behind her, exanined his
own face for winkles or (worse) spots, winced at her reflection, and
retreated fromthe mrror.

"For gods' sakes, man, renmenber the year. That termwon't be in vogue for

anot her---" Ch dear, what year was it? '68 . . . '78 . . . '88. "---at |east
fifteen years. |I'm--twiggish. Quite fashionably thin."

"You look like a rail.

"Difficult to argue with the truth. And speaking of Truth

Sweepi ng her vol um nous robes into an el egant swirl around her feet, she
turned full about on the vanity stool to smle sweetly across the posh Hilton
suite. "And you, ny dear, look like a fat---you should pardon the
expression---toad." Wth the grace only eons of battles (verbal and ot herw se)

| ost and won coul d achi eve, she rose to her feet. "I'mstarving. Shall we

go?"

And as they strolled armin confy armthrough the suite to the door: "\Wat are
we doi ng today? ---American tourists? ---Ch, good."

Mamon opened t he door and the cool draft fromthe excessively airconditioned
hal | way brushed her bare knees.

* % %

The daily squeeze in the Hotel Diana | obby was well underway by the time they
arrived.

"I don't know why you always insist on eating here," Manmon grunbl ed, turning
sideways to avoid a tourist arned with 50 pounds of canera equi prent. "The
food is nediocre at best."

"Only because you' ve devel oped a taste for Anerican grease-burgers, darling.”
D ana paused, admiring the tall statue holding court at the far end of the

| obby, an admirably accurate recreation of one of the ancient statues
excavated fromthe nearby ruins of Ephesus. "Do you honestly wonder, ny dear?
How many of us have been so honored in this century?" She cocked her head,
trying a different angle on the many-breasted statue. "Goodness, that would be
pai nful at that tine of the month. My mal e worshi ppers always did get a
bit---carried away. Seenms to ne four would be sufficient to nmake the---"
Across the jamed | obby, at one of the coffee shop tables: "Oh, look. He's
here. Sonehow | knew he'd be."

She pul | ed Mamon t hrough the crush as smoothly as his girth would all ow
"Just a minute," he growl ed, and dug in his heels beside the news stand.
"I'sn't he sweet!" she nmurmured, tapping her foot inpatiently, while Mammon
negotiated the price of the Wall Street Journal. "I think, perhaps, it's tine
| approached him Wat do you think?"

He ignored her, involved in arguing over the cover price. Wiy, just this once,
he couldn't sinply pay the nman .

"Find us a table, will you, darling?" she said, and drifted away, slowy
fadi ng as she approached the crowded table.
More crowded than usual. The new one was tall, blond, definitely niddle-aged

and decidedly out of place in the abundance of dark native el egance. Sw ss,
unl ess she missed her guess, and not to her taste---today.

Today, her taste ran nore toward ei ghteen ---nma-a-aybe nineteen---slimbuild,
gol den skin, and bl-l-lack cur-r-rly hair.

And equal ly out of place anong his co-conspirators, though his differences
were nore subtle than yellowhair's. His dark sweater and formfitting sl acks,
of good quality and excellent taste, were a bit frayed about the edges.
Not hi ng overt, but the |least his excessively well-heeled 'friends' could have



done was lend hima cast-off or two for their frequent neetings in this

excl usive hotel.

Sweet. Terribly sweet, the way he gazed wonderingly upon her nonunent. O
course, he wasn't the only one to do that---a hal f-naked woman wi th about a
mllion and one breasts tended to have that effect on male nortals---but this
nortal was different.

H s nane was Kenal. She'd first seen hima year ago, and with increasing
frequency as time passed. At first he'd been alone, standing just inside the
door while the tour groups he guided took their lunches at the feet of the
spotlighted statue, waiting for themto rejoin himat the bus, as though he
woul d not be wel conme in the posh, European-style hotel. Then, barely a nonth
ago, here he'd been. At this sane table. Always with this sanme group. Al ways
slightly out of place.

She came up behind himand brushed an invisible finger along his rounded
cheek. He started and gl anced over his shoul der, his snmooth brow wi nkling

wi th puzzl enent. She chuckled silently and waited until his conpanions called
his attention back to the conversation. Then she . . . let her fingers do a
little walking . . . until the poor boy was flushed and quite thoroughly
confused. Wth a final brush of her |ips across his, she whispered in his ear

"I't was wonderful, darling."
and drifted back to Mamon's table, fading into Reality until, when she

sat, she was quite as visible as a nortal wonan.
"Have fun?" The question rose from behind the paper
She pressed the paper down, sniled sweetly into his irritated face.
"Wonderful, darling."
He flipped the paper free, disappeared again.
She smled as the waitress delivered her usual: steak (D ane, of course), wth
fruit nacedonia, a dozen croissants, aubergi ne parnmesan, haricots abeurre,
pilafi, and squid etouffe aux pelits chanpi gnons
. plus a six-pack of Coors. One at a tine, of course, and specially
i nported for her. Terrible habits one picked up in one's travels.
"You're wong, you know, " Mamon sai d.
"W ong?"
Kermal ' s eyes, making a surreptitious scan of the [ obby, met hers. She sniled.
" About what ?"
"The statue,” Mammon said. "It's not to honor you. The sign on the front door
m ght read the Hotel Diana, but the whole establishnment is a nonunment to noi."
"Never!"
"Ch, but it is, darling. The people conme here to gawk at the statue, but they
spend noney. Lots of noney. And that's why the finance conpany | oaned the
nmoney to build your statue." H's Cheshire Cat grin appeared over the top of
the Journal. "Mne, darling. All mne."
She wrinkl ed her nose, and carefully trimred the fat off her steak
* % %
Asker, Deniz, Cahil, Mart and Kabil. No famly nanes; likely not their rea
gi ven names, either, but Kermal Duman hadn't known that when they'd introduced
t hensel ves, had naively exchanged his own truth for their prevarications. Now
they used his true nanme casually---and frequently---in the presence of this .

foreigner . . . ensuring that he, and anyone (or anything) |istening,
woul d renenber it.
He ran a finger around the rimof his glass, sipped the ten-year-old den
Kinchie within, resisting the tenptation to gulp. He couldn't really afford
this one. Another would mean goi ng hungry two ni ghts running. But he wasn't
about to sit in this elite conpany swilling rakhi
Si x weeks ago, Kabil had been a stranger, one of many thousands he'd herded
t hrough the ruins of Ephesus. But then Kabil had casually invited himto join
hi mand his university-educated cronies for drinks here in the shadow of her
statue, where the scent of flowers filled the air regardl ess of the season
and the fountain's gentle spray drowned out the racket of the traffic outside.



Initially he'd felt ignorant and foolish anong the students, but soon Kabi

had had hi m pouring his heart out---about his fears that the Turkey he | oved,
aland rich in history and pride, was disappearing into the hands of Wstern
devel opers who woul d destroy that history's relics in the name of
soci 0- economi ¢ ' progress.’

Now, six weeks later, Kabil was still a stranger to him as were these others,
but their 'scholarship' and their sophisticated airs no | onger inpressed him
He didn't know what they believed or wanted. They clained sinilar goals to
his. They claimed that they wanted Turkey for the People, not the Anmericans or
the British, or any other nation with noney for devel opnent.

But their methods had grown increasingly suspect in his estimation. Even now,
Kabil smiled and reached across the table to shake this foreigner's hand: a
busi ness transaction conpl eted. Not an unconmon occurrence in this |obby,
excepting the commodity in question

"So, Duman," Kabil said, once the foreigner had left. "Wen did you say you'd
have the bus ready?"

Kermal pressed his |ips together, snothering objection. Kabil had slipped that
part of the deal past himwhen he'd allowed his imagination to . . . wander.
He' d subsequently resisted the statue's haunting presence, but by then, it had
been too late, the transfer arrangenments nade. Besides, if they were caught,
losing his job would be the least of his worries.

"Eight-thirty, no later. And wear light clothes: it'll get hot in there. W
can change into the blacks later."

"I still don't like this," Mart whined. But then, Mart whined every tinme he
opened his nmouth. "I don't want to spend all norning in a baggage---"

A soft thud frombeneath the table. Mart cursed and gl ared at Kabil, but he
shut up.

"Well, we'd best get going. Tonmorrow norning, then." Kabil rose, the others
followed suit. "Cover it, will you, Duman?"

And they were gone before Kemal could object.

* % %

"Damed upstart."”

"Who's that, darling? ---Wy, those scuml They've left the poor child with the
tab. He | ooks positively ill. ---Who's an upstart, darling?"

"Tek. Thinks he's so inportant. Look at this."

He sl apped the paper down on her plate. She stifled conplaint---this being a

class hotel---and obligingly inspected the article on the ' New Look of War.'
"Good PR---that's all. |I tell you, Diana, he only fights the wars. | nake
them™

"Yes, darling, |I'msure you do." Having made desperate peace with the

wai tress, (who surreptitiously slipped a bill in to cover the

bal ance---curious behavior in a waitress, but this one was Kenal's speci al
friend), the kid was leaving. "---Ch, ny, such a view"

As the painted-on slacks passed their table, she blew a gentle breeze into his
ear- - -

He stopped abruptly, rubbing his ear

---and with a second breeze, she wafted a fifty into his back pocket,
carefully snmoothing the fabric afterward so as not to disrupt the pleasing
line, all without renoving her hands fromthe table.

He junped. She nmet his eyes and sniled. He blinked and bowed politely, his
dark eyes flicking to her hands fol ded dermurely on the table, blinked again
and noved quickly (fromhis nortal viewpoint) out of range.

She chuckl ed and let himgo. "Oh, he is sweet."

"He was had, you know." Manmon was back behi nd his paper

"Who's that, darling?"

Mamon' s hand waved vaguely in the direction of the nmonentarily enpty table.
"Shoul dn't have gone over seven per, US. "

Mamon i nsisted these days on using the New Worl d currency, convinced it was
the way of the future nmarket; Diana didn't bother figuring the exchange. This
began to sound as if Mamobn knew nore about her newest conquest's business



than she did. And if it affected Kenmal's future, she wanted to know it, too.
She doubl e-checked the num nous di sruption wall that turned their voices into
whi t e background noi se even for the nearest nortal ears, then asked:

"Seven per for what, darling?"

"@uns. No overhead. Bulk quantities. Hell, | made it easy for the bastard to
get themout of Israel in the first place. ---1f this is any indication of the
next generation's business sense, I'msure | don't know what the world is

comng to. Appalling, | say."

D ana didn't bother remni nding himhe knew exactly what the world was comni ng
to---or could, if checking out specific Futures didn't take all the fun out of
living the nonent's Possibilities.

"Wich 'bastard ?"

"The 'banker', naturally."

"Banker? You nean Yel |l ow hair?"

A grunt from behind the paper. "Deals contraband. Front man. Arns, nostly. Hs
newest commodity is a rather lovely lot of fresh-fromthe-factory uzis."

"Uzi s?"

Such nanes these boys cane up wth.

"New version of the Israeli automatic. | suspect that's the shipnment your
boy's friends are after. Funny, | figured he'd go for Korudan's crowd in
Greece. They're much better organi zed, ready to make their nove on the

Junt a---and these guns coul d have tipped the bal ance. But they were too canny
this time. Kabil paid too much, but he'll get the guns.”

"What did you nean, you made it easy? Wat did you do?"

"Not hi ng much. Just a little tenptation. A single truck can carry a |ot of
these little suckers. Slip the necessary clue to the Banker, run the transport
truck out of gas at the properly isolate point, tweak the driver's greed at
the right instant. Voila' ." He took a sip of coffee, never taking his eyes
fromthe paper. "All in the timng. But the banker had deeper laid plans than

I gave himcredit for. This Kabil is so delightfully ignorant---very easy to
i nfluence him"
She frowned at the paper. "Influence? Kabil? Just now?"

The paper slipped until she could just see Marmopn's face. "He's terribly

anxi ous to take over Turkey, |ock, stock and barrel. And he's so delightfully
certain of his own power. He can't possibly succeed, of course, but that
unforgivable price he just paid will generate flux in the world black market,
open up avenues for those who seek wealth and power." He snmiled tightly. "MW
ki nd of people."

"Whi ch? The Banker? O Kabil ?"

The grin wi dened. "Both, darling. Qoviously, both. Power on that scal e doesn't
happen without the fools to support it."

The paper snapped back into place.

Vel |, Mammon coul d have his followers. She didn't want them Could care |ess
what happened to them It was her Kemal she worried about. Kemal was not one
of Mammon's fools, nor was he a shark. He couldn't be.

Coul d he?

Wthout a word, Diana faded out and floated out the Hotel Diana's front door

* % %

Kemal throttled the nmotorcycle's engi ne back, et the smpoth-running machi ne
coast up to the guard's station. Berk came out, the frown on his face clearly
visible in the noonlight, and Kirsi's arns tightened around Kenal's wai st, her
face pressed against his neck

Kemal murnured reassurance, had that confidence rewarded when the frown
lightened in recognition

"Kermal !'" Berk cried, grinning. "Wat are you doing here? And where'd you get
this?"

A wave of the hand which night nmean the cycle---or Kirsi.

"This---" Kenal tapped the |eather-covered hand grips. "---was a gift fromM.
Si nons. "

"The man whose daughter tried to investigate the sewers the hard way?"



"That's the one. He was---grateful. | was going to sell it, but Mama---"

"And right she was, Kem" Kirsi interrupted him arms tightening for a

di fferent reason. "You deserved sonething nice for risking your foolish neck
You send everything to her and your sisters. If | hadn't covered for you this
nor ni ng- - -"

"And who is this pretty thing?" Berk asked, giving Kirsi his nost |echerous
smile.

"Mne," Kemal said firmy. "Keep your hands to yourself. | wanted to show her
the tenple by moonlight. ---Mnd?"

"For you, kid---" Berk stepped back a pace and waved t hem t hrough the gate.
"Thanks. | owe you one."

"Hell, just put in a good word with the Lady for nme and we'll call it square."
Kermal | aughed and put the cycle in gear. "I'Il do that."

* kK

As a tour guide, young Kemal was good, exceptionally good with his attentive
audi ence of one besotted girl. Kemal knew his history and told it well. Kirsi,
the waitress fromthe Di ana, seemed to hang on his every word, and, fromthe
intelligence of her occasional question, it wasn't just for Kemal's good

| ooks.

But to Diana herself, it was all just---ancient history, and she soon wandered
off into her own nenories.

The white marbl e ruins of Ephesus glowed in the noonlight, even to the narble
street down which she floated. Menory filled in the lines, the larger than
expected scal e, and nenory popul ated the wi de road. The vast mgjority of the
traffic had been tourists, even then, visitors cone to experience her city, to
worship at her tenmple. The tenple to her Mdther Earth aspect: so nuch nore
interesting than Artemis. That virgin goddess aspect was a bitchy bore.

Too bad, really, that she daren't reveal herself to the lad. The stories she
could tell himof this place . . . far nore personal and exciting anecdotes
then he coul d possibly know. But he'd never believe her. That level of faith
had vani shed in this age of skepticisn gone to ruins |like the marble rubble
surroundi ng t hem

Al the beauty and the grandeur---gone, thanks to the arrows of Apollo and the
dammed, disgusting little bugs they carried.

Apol 1l o and Di ana. Day and night. Life and death. They'd shared Ephesus once
upon a time. Too bad they hadn't seen the truth sooner, that they hadn't known
whi ch Possibility to explore. Perhaps they could have saved the city fromits
decline. Perhaps they mi ght have planted a careful suggestion in a ready ear
as she'd planted the fifty in Kemal's pocket. Drain the marsh. Get rid of the
nosqui t oes.

The future was flux. So many possibilities. Sone---1like the one which had
Happened---had |l ed to an understanding and cure for malaria. Qthers---well,
none woul d have found it soon enough to save Ephesus, and while the Future was
flux, the Past was singular and done.

Too | ate now. She missed the Sun God aspect nore than she cared to admit.
Mamon was anot her bore. Perhaps, one day soon, conditions would favor
Apol I o' s return.

The coupl e had worked their way down to the tenple---her tenple---or what was
left of it. Time had been cruel to them both. She was thin and wasted; her
tenmpl e, seventh wonder of the world, had been reduced to its marble

f oundat i ons.

" They' re tal king about rebuilding it." Kemal's voice, drifting to her on
a breeze. Diana pricked up her ears, glided back to the tenple.

"Wwuld you like that?" Kirsi asked, sensible, insightful question

"I honestly don't know " The | ad wal ked out into the nmiddl e of the vast,

rect angul ar foundations, head thrown back, eyes glowing in the noonlight. "It
must have been wonderful . Largest pillared roof ever built . . . all in white
marble . . . 1'd love to have seen it. But---" He turned to her, biting his
lip. "It's for all the wong reasons, Kirsi. They want the noney---the

tourism That's not right."



"Not all of them Kemal." Kirsi walked up to him took his hands in hers.
"Some | ove the past as nuch as you do. There are others who would like to
rebuild the glory that was."

"Do they? I wish | could believe that."

"1 do."

H s eyes were swi mm ng between the |ong | ashes. Hi s head bent above Kirsi's.
The ki ss | engthened and deepened until Diana felt obliged to | eave the
tenple's aura for the cool breeze conming off the sea and up the hill. When
she' d regai ned control, she drifted back to the tenple and silently urged the
youngsters off the i medi ate prem ses. Sone spots were too ripe with past
energy, and she had the present to worry about.

Kirsi had sensed Kenal's upset and was probing gently regarding the arns deal
He was resisting explanation---possibly for good reason

On the other hand, a little pressure at the right noment mght just give her
the i nformati on she sought.

Kirsi . . . she'd worry about Kirsi later

* % %

The great theater of Ephesus stretched out around them row upon sem -circular
row. The round marbl e spot marking the acoustical focus gl owed moon-white in
t he dark, grassy stage far bel ow. Beyond the stage, rows of cap-stoned
pillars, was the prop-storage and beyond that, the straightline demarcation of
the theater gateway, lying at a perfect perpendicular to a wide nmarble road
that vanished into the msty flat distance.

Once upon a mllenia ago, sone other young man had sat, hour upon hour, on
these stony seats, as Kemal did now, with his sweetheart wapped in the circle
of his armas Kirsi was in his, watching, listening, learning . . . "lmagi ne
t he plays they must have seen fromhere," he whispered into her soft, wavy
hair. "COCedi pus Rex, Antigone, the Oresteia . "

"Ugh, king-sacrifice." Kirsi giggled and pressed his arm agai nst her side.
"Morbid taste you have, Kem G ve ne the conmedi es, thanks anyway."

"They're all right, too, but think about it. QCedipus, Agenmemmon, O estes
---and all the other powerful kings whose deaths brought prosperity to their
people. W need kings like that. Kings willing to sacrifice all for our
peopl e, our country, not for someone else, and not for their own wealth."
"Agenemon didn't exactly junp under the knife, Kemal."

"You know what | nean."

"l suppose so. But do you honestly think Kabil will be such a |eader? A nman
who spends the equival ent of your nmonthly salary on a sweater he'll never
wear, then | eaves you to handl e the bar tab?"

He blushed. "Not really; | don't believe in him Not any nmore. Once . . . but

he's not what 1'd hoped. Now, |I'msort of stuck.”

"Why? Way not just | eave thenf"

"At the nmonent, they need ne. And they know ny famly." He squeezed her arm
"And they know about you. They know I won't risk any of you. But once they
have this stupid shipnent, they won't need nme any nore and |1'll be free of
them™

"Don't you trust nme?"

"You know | do. It's theml| don't trust."

She paused beside a crunbling wall, |eaned her elbows on it, |ooking into the
warren of walls, rocks and weeds.

"So many small roonms. What was this place? Do they know?"

He | aughed, grateful for the change of subject.

"Well, let's see. The tenple is just across the street. Lots of small roons.
What do you suppose?”

"Aha. Diana's priestesses."

"You mght call themthat. They undoubtedly gave a percentage to the tenple
coffers.”

"They gave nmore than that."

"What do you nean."

She turned and | eaned her back against the lowwall, tracing his armwith a



fingertip. "Life. Death. Love. War. All different aspects of the sanme coin.
Many of the ancient canp followers were priestesses. Before a battle, the nen

cane to them garnered strength fromtheir---coupling. The good will of the
goddess. Good luck in the battle to cone.™
He had a battle to fight tonorrow. God willing, it would be quick and cl ean

wi t hout bl oodshed. A sinple transfer of---merchandise.
Kirsi knew that. Knew the situation disturbed himand tried to coax himfree

of the worry. And at the nmoment Kenal was nore than willing to be coaxed.
He hung his head and said norosely, "lI've nothing to give. No noney left." He
bl i nked up at her. "Do you suppose the goddess would |like a used 'cycle?"
Kirsi smiled, took himby the hand, and drew himuphill into the weed-choked

maze, into shadows, where nmoonbeans and wi nd woul d not reach them

"We' | I think of sonething."

* % %

Such sweetly naive coupling. Conpleted al nost before it was begun. D ana
sm | ed and brushed each young cheek with her 1ips, w shing them both gentle,
restful sleep, surrounding themw th a blanket of warmair to keep them
confortable until they were ready to return hone.

Soneday, she'd have to instill a bit of creativity into Kirsi's |ibido. For
Kemal . . . Perhaps Kemal would benefit froma bit nore---personal

i nstruction.

She caught the wind back to the Izmr Hilton. Mammon was still awake---on the

phone to his broker in New York. He nodded to her as she drifted in through
the wi ndow, but it was a good fifteen m nutes before he hung up the phone.
"So. Did you have a good tine?"

"They went to Ephesus."

"Ch, joy. Oh, rapture. That dump ought to be torn down once and for all. Cear
the Iand for something useful." H s bearded face |ightened. "A factory, maybe.
That woul d be nice."

"Kemal says they've plans to rebuild the tenple---nake it into the ultimte
tourist trap. Make lots of noney, it will."

Mamon snorted. "1'l1 believe that when | see the receipts. ---Find out
anyt hi ng interesting?"

"Tormorrow. Want to go with nme?"

He yawned. "Wbuldn't miss it for the world."

She | eaned over his shoul der and stroked his beard, became distracted by the
ear next to her nmouth and nibbled it lightly. Kemal and his sweetheart had her
feeling quite energetic.

But :

"Not tonight, woman. | just lost a cool half-nml and ny head is killing ne."
"Scum" She bit hard enough to draw bl ood and floated away on a breeze before
he could retaliate.

* % %

Predi ctably, Kabil was |ate.

"What's your problen?" Kabil asked as Kemal hurried himand the others to the
back of the bus. "Your Anerican touristos aren't even up yet."

"That's all you know about it," Kemal nmuttered. He threw open the |uggage
conpartnent and jerked his head toward it. "Get in. Hurry."

"It stinks!" Mart groaned and conpl ai ned. "The exhaust will kill us."

"The conpartnent is rated safe for aninmals,” Kemal hissed. "I think you'l
survive. Just get in and shut up, will you?"

"I still don't understand why we can't just pretend we're tourists.” Mart
whi ned.

"Because the bus is full, fool," Kabil answered for him "And if the
gate-guard registers you going in, he'll expect you to come out, now, won't
he?"

"Hel | 0-oh, Keee-ma-a-al!" An adol escent femal e voice echoed down the narrow

si de street.
Kemal wrenched the door down just as Teresa Preston skipped around the corner
of the hotel. He twisted the | ock on the panel and jolted upright intine to



avoi d her rather personal greeting.

"'Morning, Mss Preston." He smiled tightly, dodging her groping hands with a
practiced sway. "Are the others ready to go?"

"What have you got in there?" She tried to | ook around him at the |uggage
conpart ment.

"Nothing. | thought I'd left sonething last night. | was m staken."

A snot hered sneeze.

"What was that?" she asked i mediately.

"What was what ?" He gave her his best w de-eyed i nnocence, and taking her arm
with a famliarity she'd sought for three solid days, he led her toward the
front of the bus and hel ped her up the stairs, brushing his |ips across her
hand before releasing it.

Funny thing, she seemed to forget conpletely about the noise in the baggage
conpart ment.

"But the agency assured ne . The woman's voice trailed off uncertainly,
and Kermal felt an honest pang of regret when he had to say:

"I"'msorry, ma'am but, as you can see---" He waved an armtoward the | oaded

seats. "---1'mfull."

Her bright blue eyes followed that gesture, returned mournfully to his face. A
nmonentary flash of recognition, gone with the next breath. Tall, slender
copious blond hair---if he'd met her before, he'd certainly renmenber, for al
she was deci dedly mi ddl e- aged.

"Ch, dear," she said, breaking the spell. "Wat shall | do? | was to neet ny
friends at Ephesus. They'll be waiting for me---"

Suddenly, fromthe seat behind the driver's niche:

"Mama? Mama, | think 1'mgoing to be---"

A choki ng cough. An exclamation. A sudden flurry to get the wi ndow down. And a
very surprised passer-by on the far side of the bus.

Thanks to the blond lady's skillful soothing, the passer-by |aughed the matter
of f. But as Teresa Preston's nother hel ped the precocious teenager off the

bus, M. Preston said loudly: "I shall, of course, expect a refund . "
"I haven't that authority, sir," Kemal answered quietly. "But I'll mnmake a
conplete report to the office. If you'll contact them |'mcertain they

will---"

"My daughter's sick! Probably food poisoning! You'll hear fromny | awers."
Kermal watched hel pl essly as Teresa's parents bundl ed her---despite her |oud
protests---back into the hotel

"Poor thing," a voice said solicitously at his back

He turned to find the bl ond wonman still there.

She smiled. "lI'"msure she'll be all right. Probably something at breakfast

He grimaced. "Probably just too nuch of everything. On the other hand, it
appears we have a seat available---if you'd still like it."

She wrinkled her nose at him "I'Il just grab a towel fromthe hotel to put
over the wet spot."

* % %

Di ana pressed her nose to the w ndow, examn ning each passing vehicle
carefully. Not that she expected a truck marked Contraband, but one never
knew - -whi ch was why she'd had to be on this bus. She'd investigated the fl ux
| ast night, but they were evidently close to a primary pivotal node, so
nunerous were the possibilities.

Wthout details, she'd just have to stick close to Kemal's rear all day |ong.
Dirty job, but sonebody .

They were anong the first visitors to arrive at Ephesus. Kemal dropped the
passengers off at the entrance, then took the bus to the far end of the
parking lot: only polite, or so he clained---Diana couldn't help but notice
that in so positioning the bus, the baggage conpartment was carefully ainmed
toward the brushy hill side.

Kermal then treated his tour group to a rmuch nodified version of the sane spiel
he'd given Kirsi last night, then turned themloose with information panphlets



and instructions to neet himat such and such a tine, beyond the theater in
the | ower parking |ot.

Di ana faded out and drifted at his back as he returned to the bus.

H s fellow conspirators energed fromthe baggage conpartnment, sweaty and
cursing, accusing poor Kemal of purposely forgetting them Kemal swallowed any
retort he m ght have nade, halting their tirades with the sinple expedi ent of
stepping into the open at the back of the bus and raising the engi ne casing.
When next Diana | ooked, they'd di sappeared.

* % %

The smal |l transport vehicle beeped a protest and Kemal stepped aside to let it
pass. Yet another |oad for the excavation teamworking the far side of the
tenmple. The fifth such | oad today fromthe large truck parked in the upper

| ot.

Kemal wondered which, if any, of those crates contained their shipnment. Which
if any, he'd be carrying up the hillside tonight, to a hidey-hole he knew and
no one el se did.

Yet .

After tonight, Kabil and all his cronies would.

He nade his way slowly to the [ ower parking |lot, where he'd left the bus,

st oppi hg occasionally to answer questions---sone fromhis own group, sone from
lone tourists. It was an old routine, and one he generally enjoyed. Once
someone procl ai med you an expert, other someones invariably emerged fromthe
shadows armed with observations they sinply had to share. Mst of the
qguestions, he'd answered a hundred times his first week on the job. But every
once in a while, usually fromthe npbst naive visitor to the ancient city, an

i nsi ght occurred whi ch opened a whol e new real mof historic possibilities.
Today, however, his interest waned rapidly, and he finally hurried past the
cromds to the | ower parking |ot.

#

"What do you nean, the bus won't start?"

Sonetimes, tourists were anmazingly thick headed.

"Just that, M. dark," Kemal said patiently. "I called for a replacenment over
an hour ago. He'll be here with a working bus in half an hour." He smled

pl acati ngly, and knowi ng how fast Acayib could drive with an enpty bus: "Maybe
| ess.”

"I know sonet hi ng about cars, son," M. Bierhorst said fromthe back. "Want ne
to take a | ook?"

No! Kemal wanted to say, but instead: "The nechanic will cone tonorrow. He'd
have been here today, but his sister's getting married and . "

"Nonsense. It will give me sonething to do while we wait."

"I really can't let you, sir. Company rules. It would be ny job if---"
"Honestly, son, I'ma licensed nechanic." Bierhorst pulled out his wallet,
handed over a card, but Kemal barely glanced at it.

"Sir, |---"

"C nmon, son." Bierhorst persisted. "I've worked for the bus conmpany back hone

for twenty-five years. Maybe | can save your conpany sone tine and noney."
Bi erhorst had no reason to lie, and, perhaps it was his own raw nerves, but
the others in the group seemed to be casting suspicious glances at one

anot her. Kemal sighed and murnured:

"Thank you, sir. |1'd appreciate it."
Bi erhorst, as Kenmal had feared, found the 'problem the instant he raised the
casi ng.

"Why, it's nothing but a loose wire. Try it now, son."

Wth a silent prayer, Kemal pressed the starter. A working bus neant he took
the tourists hone---and | eft Kabil and crew stranded.

The engi ne turned over

Kemal ' s heart sank .

. sputtered, and died.

"Try it again."

Thi s tine---nothing.



VWhi ch circunstance sol ved the problemof the tourists, but not Kabil's getaway
vehi cl e.

"You're sure you don't want a lift back to the city?" Acayib, his replacenment

driver, asked, across the stream of tourists they were hel ping onto the bus.

"I can drop you off here in the norning."

Kemal shook his head. "The bus is ny responsibility. I'Il feel better staying

here until the mechanic can make it."

"Bad | uck, the engine's going dead on you today."

"Can't blanme Abi. Not every day your sister gets married." Wich was why

t hey' d chosen tonight---full nmoon and all---to make the transfer. "Do ne a
favor ?"

“"Name it."

"Go up topside and | eave a nmessage with the guard for me, will you?"

"No problem™

Kemal waved goodbye to his group, and clinbed back into his own bus. He had to
get it running before closing. He turned the key, one final attenpt to start
it.

Kabil woul d have his hide

It caught without so much as a splutter, ran snoothly in the seconds it took
to gather his wits and turn it off again. Then he dropped his head into arns
crossed on the steering wheel and offered a silent prayer to the goddess.

* % %

A pleasant filling of the void inside. Diana sniled at her young convert, and
passed a gentle, relaxing hand over his back. He did well to recognize his
benef actress. Few woul d.

What she didn't know about auto mechanics would fill a library, but it took no
genius to lift that wire free again, nor to replace it afterward. On the ot her
hand, it had taken exquisite skill to trick Bierhorst into seeing otherw se.

The site closed down for the night, the guard, making a final run through
stopped for a word with Kemal before returning to his station. And as darkness
cl osed around them the others began filtering in fromthe ruins, slipping on
t he bl ack cl othing Kemal produced fromthe baggage conpartnent.

The last to arrive was (no surprise) Kabil.

"So," he said, without preanble, "Were's this digging going on?"

"You spent the entire day here and don't know?" Kemal asked, handi ng hi m bl ack
sl acks and turtleneck sweater.

"I was---otherw se occupied."

Ri bal d | aughter echoed through the bus along with comrents of a persona
nature in which Kemal, frowning toward the wi ndow, evidently found no hunor.
Nei t her did Diana. She'd seen what Kabil called | ove-maki ng; animals had nore
finesse. And the poor idiot tourist he'd lured into the ruins would have sone
heavy-duty explaining to do to her parents in about nine nonths. Not good to
pl ay those ganes in her territory.

"Let's just get this over with," Kermal nuttered, and threw the bus door open
* % %

Kermal | ed the way through the ruins, past the tenple, to the excavation pit
and its acconpanying supply tent, where, according to the bl ond-haired
foreigner, the single guard had been . . . taken care of. Certainly no one
chal l enged their entry into the tent.

I nsi de, stack upon endl ess stack of crates and boxes of all shapes and sizes.
Kermal despaired of ever sorting out those they'd cone for, but Kabil pointed
silently to one box. They worked it free of the stack and Kabil, producing a
knife fromhis pocket, pried the lid free, revealing | ayers of packing
material, evidently designed for shipping artifacts away fromthe site.

Kabil thrust a hand in anong the shredded fibers, grinned and w t hdrew what
had to be one of the subnmachi ne guns.

"It's so small," Asker said wonderingly, kneeling down for a closer |ook
Personal |y, Kemal could see all he wanted fromthe far side of the tent.
Smal |, indeed. Not rmuch nore than a foot long. And light, if the overal

wei ght of the crate---which nmust contain several of the hand weapons---was any



i ndi cation. Frighteningly easy to hide.

Kabil tilted the Uzi this way and that, poking and prodding, finally, sw nging
the stock around and down, clicking it into place. Another bit of burrowing in
the crate uprooted a box of clips, another exam nation of the weapon reveal ed
only one way to load it---trial and error actions which nmade Kemal's skin
craw .

"How much training have you had with one of these?" he asked, norbidly

curi ous.

Kabil sneered up at him "Not exactly difficult to figure." He hit the bolt
above the handgrip, and waved the | oaded weapon casually about the tent,
maki ng soft ack-ack sounds. "Here we cone, ready or not." He caressed the
barrel, kissing the tip. "Seven pounds, 14 inches, 950 RPM Hell of a baby,
don't you think?"

"I'f you don't drop the spare clips on your foot!" Kenmal controlled the urge to
bolt fromthe tent. "For God' s sake, nman, put it away!"

Kabi | [ aughed silently, and slung the weapon over his shoulder. "Let's get

t hese condensed and stashed." He stood up and began singling out boxes,
choosing unerringly, for all that no two were marked or packaged alike, unti
they had a stack sorted fromthe rest.

O a sudden, fromoutside the tent:

"Hello there, Oficer Berk. How s it going tonight?"

Kemal cast an anxious glance at Kabil. Kabil frowned, then gestured the others
into the shadows between boxes, doused his flashlight, and grabbed Kenal's
arm pulling himinto a shadowed al cove, keeping himthere with a hand on his
el bow.

A reflective flash beside him a click of netal on netal: Kabil had the Uzi
unsl ung and ready.

The voi ces cane ever closer, exchanging pl easantries and rude comments. Berk
was just growi ng bored. Had di scovered the enpty bus and cone | ooking for
Kenmal

"Haven't seen him" the dig' s night watchman's voice said, "but if | do, I'l
tell himyou were looking for him"

"Probably just out wandering. The kid loves this place
The voi ces faded again and the pressure on his el bow eased. But in his ear:
"We're going out there, Dunman. You're going to give that guard a convincing
story, get himback in his little office, or he's gone. Do you understand ne?"
A flourish of the expensive toy punctuated the threat.

"Don't be ridiculous. Put that away. 1'll take care---"

"Il watch. Just nake it good."

It wasn't exactly difficult. Kemal intercepted Berk at the tenple, prom sed to
nmeet himlater for coffee and donuts, but for now, he said, he just wanted
to---commune with the stones of the city. Berk | aughed, asked if he had Kirsi
stashed in the ruins somewhere, and left himw thout waiting for an answer.
Sighing with relief, Kemal returned to the supply tent with Kabil. The others
had three crates ready and were still working. But what they packed now were
very definitely not Uzis.

Kermal |eaned for a better look, got a sick feeling in the pit of his stomach.
A gl ance di scovered Kabil | ooking specul atively down his | ong nose.
"Expl osi ves?"

Kermal whi spered, not trusting his voice.

"Naturally."

Si npl e, straight answer.

So why did it make his skin craw ?

"Mart, you and Cahil continue packing. ---Deniz, Asker, you come with us.
---Duman, where's that stash-point?"
The hike to the far side of the hill was a nightmare. A half-dozen of the

little guns was no weight at all to shift about the inside of a tent. Four
times that nunber, on a long hi ke across rough ground made, the crate's rope
handl e bite painfully into his bare hand, made the nuscles across his back
bur n.



"How rmuch . . . further?"

He was glad to hear the breathl essness in the superior Kabil's voice. He
poi nt ed

up the hill and replied, with sonewhat less difficulty:

"Just past that cap-stone.”

"Thank Cod."

Fromthe two following them only the sounds of |abored breat hing.

The ancient cellar was quite clear. Kemal had found it during his chil dhood
expl orations of this place, had cleared it out one sunmer for his special

pl ace. Recent devel opnent of the site had cut himoff fromit, but no one had
yet disturbed his 'lock rock.'

Not that it really kept anyone fromgetting into the cellar, but the entryway
couldn't be cleared without noving it, and replacing it required a speci al

t ouch.

They stowed the two crates, then collapsed onto rocky benches to catch their
collective breath. Suddenly, fromdown the hill, a scream @unshots. Single
shots, not the staccato spray of the automatic weapons.

Asker swore, and bolted down the hillside toward the tenple, stunbling over
the rubble. Deniz followed at a somewhat sl ower pace. Kabil jerked his head
after them "Let's go."

Wthout a word, Kermal worked his way down the rock and brush-strewn hill side,
qui ckly, but with careful attention to where he set his feet. They caught up
with Deniz and Asker just short of the marble roadway. Asker was spraw ed on
t he ground nursing his foot.

"I think it's broken," Asker squeaked.

Kabi | grabbed himby the armand hauled himto his feet. Forced himto wal k
the few steps to the nore even ground of the road, then thrust his arm at
Deniz. "CGet himto the bus. Now Wit for ne there.”

Deni z and Asker began hobbling up the long hill toward the parking |ot. Kabi
gestured with the Uzi in the opposite direction and Kermal |ed the way toward
the supply tent, that singular 'nme' not getting by himunnoticed.

The archaeol ogi cal site had been silent since that initial screamand the
crack of gunfire. But in the distance, clear to see in the moonlight, and well
down the slope toward the theater: four figures. Two grotesquely tw sted
pairs, bent with the weight of the crates sw ngi ng between them as they
hurried down the sl ope.

Kabil swore, ainmed the Uzi at the fleeing bodies, and fired.

The barrel clinbed wildly, throwing Kabil's aim (such as it was) off, and the
figures hardly even hesitated in their staggering dash

Behi nd them a shout.

Berk: gun out and feet planted.

Kermal whirled. Shouted a warning. Threw hinself at the old nan, taking the
bull ets neant for Berk.

Kabil was a fast study.

The strangely cal manalysis ran through his nind even as Kabil fell, Berk's
better aimed bullet making short work of the woul d-be terrorist.

And then it was Kemal's turn to stare down the guard's gun barrel. He froze,
one | eg nunb, the other throbbingly alive.

"Don't even think it, Kemal," Berk hissed a warning and worked his way free.
Wavering to his feet, he called out to the dig s watchman.

Not hi ng

Then, of a sudden, rapid fire, and, as if in slow nmotion, Berk stunbled
backward, spraying bl ack-in-the-noonlight blood |ike a fountain.

Confused, horrified, all Kemal could think of was escape fromthe unknown
attackers. Turkish police, Anerican CIA Israelis, or even Mart; whoever had
killed Berk would be after himnext, he was certain of it. For the nonent, he
didn't care who that was, certainly did not count hima friend.

Not even sure his legs would work, he rolled dowmn the nmarble street and into
t he shadowy ruins, where, ignoring the pain in his |leg, dragging the other
linply behind him he wornmed his way among the stones and brush, intent only



on avoiding the inevitable pursuit.

Fromdown in the parking lot, he heard the famliar rev of the bus engine,
wonder ed vaguely who woul d escape, knowing it wouldn't include him Not

toni ght .

Bl ack haze fogged the noonlit marble. His world reduced to an instinctive
fight for survival. Layers of stone shielded him now He pulled hinself to
his feet, found margi nal support in the nunb leg, a little nmore in the other
and an armthat grated om nously when he leaned on it. Blind with pain and
shock, he staggered deeper and deeper into a honeyconb of |ow walls and half
stairs, thick brush and thicker shadows.

The brothel across from Di ana's tenple.

Wth a snmothered sob, he realized instinct had led himto the best possible
cover. He sought a partial staircase he knew well, staggered and fell, his
right wist collapsing with a nauseating snap as he tried to buffer that fall.
The worl d greyed out for an undetermined time, but that survival instinct
roused himand he tucked in under the stairs, pulling his numb leg up with his
wor ki ng hand.

Sil ence, save for the pounding in his ears, the rasp of his own breath.

The bus was gone.

No evi dence of pursuit.

Free.

Free to feel the pain.

Free to feel the blood slowy soaking his pantleg, creeping up his sweater
fromthe shattered wi st.

Free to wonder . . . why?

* % %

Curious dilena.

Di ana perched atop a tall pillar, knees clasped to her chest, and watched the
nortals blithely elimnate each other without regard to notivation, waiting to
see what shook out of the chaos.

On the one side, her Kenal and a pack of fools. On the other, equally foolish
Greeks arned with an honest desire to get the guns to roust the Junta regi ne
hol di ng their honel and host age.

In the nmiddle, one old man who'd befriended a kid and trusted too nuch.
Mortal s. Thousands of years of observation, and their capacity for stupidity
and waste still held the power to amaze.

But the shooting had ended. The bus had departed with the two surviving
Turki sh fools. The Greek fools quickly collected the contraband weapons and

| oaded theminto a truck in the lower lot. Even the two crates Kenal had

st ashed.

As for Kenal hinself

"Ken?" Soft whisper out of the shadows. "Kermal Duman, are you in here?"

Kemal bit his Iip on a sob. Denied that voice out of dreans.

" KenP"

She appeared out of the shadows, and it was--

"Kirsi?" He got her name out on the front end of a gasp
"Kemal !"

She dropped to her knees beside him "Ch, ny gods, you're hurt .
H s breath caught on attenpted |aughter. That was an understatenent if ever
he' d heard one.

"What . . . are you . . . doing here?"

"I came to find you. I was worried. "

She slipped an arm beneath him pillowed his head in her coat.

But there was a snmell . . . an all too famliar oily snell, which belied her

statenment. He reached his good hand to brush that coat-pillow, hooked a fiber
and brought it close to his face.

Packi ng.

Li ke that the archaeol ogi sts used to protect delicate artifacts. O contraband
weapons.

He et his head fall, bringing his injured armup to hide his face, perversely



grateful for the jar to the wist which could account for the tears in his
eyes.

"Wh- -who are you?"

Her hand, encased in a black glove, brushed the hair back fromhis face. "Such
a strange question, Kemal. You know ne."

"Do | ?"

Her hand swept gently, but thoroughly, down his body, tenderly rearranging his
wounded | i nbs.

"I haven't a weapon, if that's what you're |ooking for. Anything else---" Hs
breath caught. "---1 fear I'"'mnot quite up to tonight."

"Kermal , 1'mso sorry." She sat back on her heels.

He stared up at her, wi shing the blackness didn't obscure everything, know ng
it wasn't the bl ackness of night he fought.

"My name, sweet Kemal, is Kirke. | was born and raised on Cyprus, and I, like
you, love ny country and ny people."

Cyprus. Half-Geek, half-Turk. A mllennia old conflict in mcrocosm You' ve
been had, Kemal Dunman, he thought. Al oud, he whi spered: "No wonder you speak
so well."

"Many of ny childhood friends were Turks, Kemal. ---A fact 1'd forgotten in ny
coll ege years in Athens. Until you."
"Am | ---" He gasped. "Am| to take that as a conplinment?"

Her fingers brushed his face. "As a thank you. For rem nding ne not al
non- G eeks are enenmes.”

"What---" He had to pause as a wave a pain shot through him
plan . . . todo . . . with me?"

"The others have left. They've got to get the shipnent | oaded onto the boat
bef ore dawn. They left nme to find you."

A chill went down his spine. "And what are your instructions, once you found
me, Circe?" he asked, giving her Greek name the Anglicized pronunciation
"Turn me into a toad?"

A long pause. Long enough to make himregret that barb. Watever she was,

al i enating her further now gai ned hi mnothing. Finally, rather than answer,
she asked, "Wat do you suppose will happen to you when the police find you in
t he norni ng?"

"I won't lie tothem | was a fool. They should know the truth about what
happened toni ght."

"I thought so. And do you think the Turkish army will buy that ---truth?"
"l---" There was no answer to that. Even had ---Kirke---not shown, he hadn't
the strength---nor the will---to escape. And the evi dence was too strong

agai nst him

"I can't take you with ne to G eece; ny conpani ons would be as anxious to
extract information fromyou as the Turks---and as ruthless in their nethods.
| can't |eave you here to point ne out. My job here is not yet conpleted."

H s breath caught. "Have a problem don't you?"

A sharp point touched his side.

"Do you trust me, Kemal Duman?"

O a sudden, Kirsi's voice sounded different. Perhaps it was the increased
fear pounding in his ears. But Kirsi's features seemed . . . fuzzy . .
around the edges, her dark hair glinting nmoonlight pale under the black scarf
hol ding it back from her face.

"Do you trust me?"

"How can |?" His cry withered and died in the night breeze.

"Do you | ove Turkey?"

"Of course---"

"Do you | ove Ephesus?"

H s breath caught. Tears fractured her hazy image.

"Do you | ove the goddess?"

"Yes-s-s."

"And woul d you, like the true Kings, give your life that the | and you | ove

m ght |ive? That your daughter mi ght one day wal k on the nmoon?"

---do you peopl e



"I have no daughter---" H's mnd grasped for stability at that one absol ute

truth.
"You will have, darling. Nine nonths fromlast night. The powers here are
still quite potent."

"Why are you doing this to nme, Kirsi?" he whispered, close to sobbing. "Just
finish and be done. ---Please.”

Soft lips brushed his. He found his senses lost in that kiss. Felt the pain of
hi s wounds vani sh.

Sharp, sudden agony in his gut. Hot flow of bl ood down his side. And then---
--- Quiet, gentle ecstacy as that heat flowed into the earth beneath him
drawi ng himinto the goddess' enbrace.

* % %

The room | ooked a little less tawdry today. The stain was still in the couch,
but the curtains hung |ike new, and the stained glass sparkled in the A ynpian
sunshi ne.

As for herself

Di ana turned slowy, viewi ng her reflection fromall angles.

She had curves again. Curves even Manmon appreciated fromthe | ook on his

| echerous face, not so full as he generally preferred.

Mamon crossed the room holding out his arns, his intent quite obvious. She
avoided himw th a snooth sway, drifted on a breeze across the Hlton suite.
Mamon was quite talented. And in a pinch, he'd do nicely.

Fortunately, for now, there was no such |ack

"There he is," she said, seeing dark curly hair gleaming in the A ynpian

light. "---Looking a bit bemused at the nonent he is, but he'll cone around.
One thing's certain, he won't have a headache." She turned to Mammon, brushed
his furry cheek with one hand. "Goodbye, darling. Enjoy your war. |'msure it
will prove quite profitable for you."

The curly young head turned, framed in a flowering archway. Dark eyes gl eaned
as work-calloused fingertips gently stroked the glowi ng marble. O osed as he
sniffed a bl ossom
She smled indulgently. They were always so charm ngly berused at first.
Meeti ng Mamon's resigned | ook: "By the by, darling, you ve not quite got it
straight, yet. Tek is not an upstart. Tek is but a child---a babe in the
woods. You, my dear, are the upstart. You rmake wars. Tek fights them But I
darling godling, win them And when all the gold is used, all the jewels
ground to dust, when all the techno-toys run out of batteries, ny devoted
wor shippers will still thrive. | was the first to arrive and | shall, nost
assuredly, be the last to fade."
She sniled sweetly .

and wal ked into the mrror.



